In cave or desert? None but Christ, say I.
Five thousand folk, the gospels testify,
On five loaves and two fishes once did feed.
And thus God sent abundance for her need.

Forth into our own ocean then she came,
Through all our wild white seas, until at last,
Under a keep, whose name I cannot name,
Far up Northumberland, her ship was cast,
And on the sands drove hard and stuck so fast
That thence it moved not, no, for all the tide,
It being Christ's will that she should there abide.

The warden of the castle down did fare

To view this wreck, and through the ship he sought

And found this weary woman, full of care;

He found, also, the treasure she had brought.

In her own language mercy she besought

That he would help her soul from body win

To free her from the plight that she was in.

A kind of bastard Latin did she speak,

But, nevertheless, these folk could understand;

The constable no longer thought to seek,

But led the sorrowing woman to the land;

There she knelt down and thanked God, on the sand;

But who or what she was, she would not say,

For threat or promise, though she died that day.

She said she'd been bewildered by the sea,

And had lost recollection, by her truth;

The warden had for her so great pity,

As had his wife, that both they wept for ruth.

She was so diligent to toil, in sooth,

To serve and please all folk within that place,

That all loved her who looked upon her face.

This warden and Dame Hermengild, his- wifc,
Were pagans, and that country, everywhere;
But Hermengild now loved her as her life,
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